THE   EPIC   OF   CAPTAIN   SCOTT

So every man except the unfortunate cook
changes his socks as soon as he gets inside
the tent, and takes immediate steps to dry
them and his gloves. Several pairs are always
worn, and hoar-frost forms between each
layer so that each one sticks to the next and
has to be peeled off. After being thoroughly
scraped with a spoon they are hung up in
the peak of the tent. But this does not by
any means end your responsibility, for now,
after supper, you cannot go to sleep leaving
it to Providence to do the rest; you must be
continually turning these garments inside out,
and then the dampest must be put inside your
sleeping-bag next to your body. Having thus
disposed of your gloves and footwear you
settle down to a very short smoke, to write up
your diary and perhaps to work out a com-
putation. However uncomfortable you may
be sleep comes readily enough and the morn-
ing all too soon.

So much for the routine of sledging. We
must get back after this long digression to
Scott's party, now half-way between the Upper
Barrier Depot and the Middle Barrier Depot.
The ponies were daily getting thinner, but
they were still pulling well, even the crocks
sticking gamely to their work. Jehu was the
weakest, and Meares and Dimitri were looking
eagerly for the chance to feed their dogs on